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The Tragedy o/Hamtet 

King* Conceit vpon her Father. 

Oph*. Pray lets haue no words of this, but when they askeyob 
what it meanes,fay you this. 

To morrow is S. Valentines day, Song. 

All in the morning berime. 

And I a mayd at your window 
To be your Valentine. 

Then vp he rofe,and dond his cIofe 5 and dupt the chamber door^ 
Let in the maid e,t hat out a maide,neucr departed more. 

King, Pretcy Ophelia. 

Ophe. Indeed without an oath lie make an end oru, 

By gis and by Saint charity, 
alackeandfie forfbame. 

Young men will doo't if they come too’t, 
by Cocke they are too blame*. 

Qjoch fhe,beforeyou tumbled me,youprornifd me towed, ' 
(Heanfwcrs ) Sofliould I a done by yonder funne 
And thou hacili not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath fhe beene thus:* 

Oph.l hope all will be well, we muft be patient,but I cannot chufe 
but weepe to thin Ice they would lay him i’ch cold ground myoro- 
ther (hall know of it, andfolthankeyouforyourgoodcounfaile, 
Come my Coach, God night Ladie$,God night* 

Sweet Laides* God nighr,God night. 

King. Follow her eIofe,giue her good watch I pray you. 

O chi? is the poyfdh of deepe grtefe, itfprings all from her Fathers 
death, and now bchold,0 G ertrard, Gertrard, 

When forrowes come, they come flot finglelpies. 

But in battalions .* firft her Father flninc, 
Nexr 5 yourfonnegor)e,and he moft violent Author 
Ofhis owne iuft remoue,the people muddied 
Thick and vnwholefome in thoughts,and whifpers 
For good Polaxius death :and we haue done but greenly 
In hugger mugger to inter him: poore Ophelia 
Deuided from herfdfe,and her faire iudgetnenc, 

Without the which we arc pt&uresjor meere beafts, 
Lafl,andasmuch contayning as ai! thefe. 

Her brother is in fecret come from France, 
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^ n( j wants not buzzers to infc-iSt his earc 
VVith peftilent fpcechcsof his fathers death. 

Wherein neceffity of matter beggerd. 

Will nothing flick our perfon to a’raigne 

In earc and eare : O my deare Certrard, this 

Like to amurdring-peece in many places 

Giues me iuperfluous death. &A noyfe within. 

Enter a mejfenger, 

K ing. Attend, where arc my bvw iters, let them guard the doore. 
What is the matter? 

Mijfcn. Sane yr urfelfe my Lord. 

TheOcean ouer-pcering ofhis lift, 
gates not the flats with more impetuous haft 
Then young Laertes in a notous head 
Ore-bcares your Officers : the rabble call him Lord, 

And as the world were now but to beginfle. 

Antiquity forgot, cuftome not knowne. 

The rasifiers and props ot euery word. 

The cry thoole we, Laertes fhall be King, 

Caps, hands and tongues applau’d it to the clouds, 

Laertes (hall be King, Laertes King. 

Que, How cheerefully on the falfe trade they cry. A noife within, 
0 this is counter, you falfe Danifti dogges. 

Enter Laertes with others. 

King. The doores are broke. 

Laer. Where is this King ? firs ftand you all without. 

*AU. No lets come in. 

Laer , I pray you giue mec leauc. 

« rill. Wewill, we will. 

Laer, I thanke you : kcepe the doore, O thou vile Xing, 

Giue me my father. 

Quee. Calmcly good Laertes. 

Latr. That drop of blood chats calme proclaimes me Baftard, 
Cries cuckold to my father, brands the Harlot 
Euen hcerebetweene the chaft vnfmeichcd browc 
Ofmy true mother. 

What is the caufe Laertes 
That thy rebellion lookes fo Giant-like i 
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